large. For instance, when a digger looks up and sniffs
the wind or speaks. In short, life.

Arks, 21 /2/88. Before getting to Tarascon I noticed a
magnificent country of huge yellow rocks, piled up in the
strangest and stateliest forms. In the little village between
these rocks were rows of small round trees with olive-
green or grey-green leaves, which might quite likely be
lemon trees.

But here at Aries the country seems flat. I have seen
some splendid red stretches of soil planted with vines
with a background of mountains of the most delicate
lilac. And the landscapes in the snow, with the summits
white against a sky as luminous as the snow, were just
like the winter landscapes that the Japanese have painted.

Spring^ 1888. I have been working on a canvas of 20
in the open air in an orchard, lilac ploughland, a reed
fence, two rose coloured peach trees, against a sky of
glorious blue and white. Probably the best landscape I
have done.
Spring, 1888. Yesterday I saw another bull fight,
where five men played the bull with darts and cockades.
One toreador damaged himself jumping the barricade.
He was a fair man with grey eyes, plenty of sang-froid ;
people say he'll be ill long enough. He was dressed in
sky blue and gold, just like the little horseman in our
Monticelli, the three figures in a wood. The arenas are
a fine sight when there's sunshine and a crowd. ...
I shall be all in when the orchards are over, for they
are canvases of 25 and 30 and 20. We would not have too
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